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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Earl of Dorſet and Midaleſex, &c. 


S Nature does in new-born Infants frame, 


With their firſt Speech, their careful 
Foſt'rer's Name ; 

Whoſe needful Hands their daily Food provide, 

And by whoſe aid, they have their wagts ſupply*d. 

You are, my-Lord, the Poets earlieſt Theme, 

And the firſt word he ſpeaks, is Dor/ſet's Name. 


"To You the Praiſe of every Muſe is due, 


For every Nluſe is kept alive by You. 


| Theirboaſted ſtream, from your rich Ocean pours, 


YHIIM 


And all the Helicon they drink, is yours. 
B 2 What 


4 POEMS 


What other Subje&t can the Muſes chufe, 
Or who beſides is worthy of a Muſe ? 
They ſhall to future Ages make you known, 


Their Verſe ſhall give you Fame; but more, your 
(own. , 


Immortal Wit ſhall its great Patron boaſt, 
When others, of an equal Rank, are loſt. 
While eating Time, all other Tombs devours, 
No Masſoleam ſhall endure, but yours, 

Life to your ſelf, by your 6wn Verſe you give, 


| And'only you, and whom you pleaſe, ſhall live. 
Thus, you. muſt Naſſar's God-like Acts proclaim, 
And farther than his Trumpets ſound his Fame. 
Whoſe hundred mouths of nothing elſe ſhall tell, 
But Him who fought, and him who ſung ſo well. 


Ev'n after death, you ſhall your Honours ſhare, 


You, for improving Wit, and He, for War. 


upon ſeurral Occaſions. 


T 0 
Walter Moyle, Eſq; 


O you, dear Touth, intheſe unpoliſh'd Strains, 


And rural Notes, your exild F riend com- 

With pain,this tedious Baniſhment I bear (Fay 

From the dear Town, and you, the deareſt there, 

Hourly, my thoughts preſent before my view, 

* Thoſecharming Joys, which once, alas! I wen 

In Wine, in Love, in F riendſhip, and in you, 
Now Fortune has withdrawa that pleaſing Scene, 
We muſt not for a while appear again. 

Here, in its ſtead, unuſual ProſpeQts riſe, 

That dull the Fancy, and diſguſt the Eyes. 

BleakGroves of Trees,ſhook by the Northern Winds, 


And heavy AſpeQts of unthinking Hinds, 
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| No beauteous Nymph to fire the Youthful heart, 


No Swain inſtructed in the Muſes Art. 


Hammond alone, is from this Cealure free, fins ; 


Hammond, who makes the ſame complaint with 


Alike on both, the want of you does ſtrike, 
Which both repine at, and lament alike ; 
While here I ſtay, condemn'd to Deſart Fields, 
Deny'd the Pleaſures which the City yields, 
My Fortunes, by the chance of War depreſt, 


Loſt at theſe years, when I mighr uſe them belt. 


Tocrown your Youth, conſpiring Graces joyn, 


Honour, and Bounty, Wealth and Wit, are thine. 


With Charms united, every Heart you move, 
Eſteem in Men, in vanquiſh'd Virgins, Love. 
Tho? clog'd with cares, I drag my reſtleſs hours, 
I eavy not the flowing eaſe of yours ; 

Still may they roul with circling Pkaſures on, 
Nor you negle to ſeize them, as they run. 
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—TO_—_—  OeE—_ _——— 


Tine haftes away with an impetuous flight, 

And all its Joys ſoon vanifh from our fight, ( 

Which we ſhaff mourn, we us'd nor, 'whik we 
might. 

In full delights, let ſprightly Southers live, 

With all that Women, and that Wine, can give. 


May generous Wicherly, all Sufferings paſt, 
Enjoy a well-deſerv'd Eſtate, at laſt. 

Fortune, with Merit, and with Wit, be Friends, 
And ſure, tho' ſlowly, make a large amends, = 
Late, very late, may the Great Drydez dye, 
But when deceas'd, may Congreve rife as high. 
To him, my Service, and my Love commend, 
The greateſt Wit, and yet the trueſt Friend. 
Accept, dear Moyle, a Letter writ in haſte, 
Which my emparient Friendfhnp dictates fat. - 
Friendſhip, like Love, impertealy expreſt, 

Yet by their being ſo, they're both ſhown beſt. 
B4 Each, 
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Each, no cold leiſure for our thoughts affords, 
But at a heat, ſtrikes out our eager words. 
The SouPs emotion, moſt her truth aſſures, 
Such as I feel, while I ſubſcribe me 


YOURS. 


TO 


WIEaats 


upon ſeveral Occaſions. 


| T O | x59 
Anthony Hammond, Eſq; 


A* when a Prophet feels the God retir'd, 
By whom he had a long time lain inſpir'd, 
His Eyes no more with Sacred Fury roul, 
No more Divine Impulſes. move his Soul : 
The Fires that warm'd him, with the Godare gone, 
The Deity with-drawn, the Charm is done. 
So now my Muſe can no more Rapture boaſt, 
Since you went hence, . her Inſpirations loſt. 
Robb'd of her Flame, all languiſhing ſhe lies, 
And, Swan-like, only ſings before ſhe dies. 
But you, my Friend, to different Fortune move, 
And crown your days withWine,your nights with 
In endleſs bliſs,unbounded time you waſte, (Love 
Your raviſhing Delights, for ever laft. 1, 
| "_ Long, 


IO POEMS 


tw 


Long, long ere this, you've often been poſleſt, 
Of all your wiſh could frame to make you bleſt. 
When you,and SourhermyMoy!t,and Congreve riieet, 
The beſt, good Men, with the beſt-natur'd Wit. 
Good Wine, good Company, the better Fedft, 
And whene're Wicherly is preſent, beſt. : 
Then, then your Joys are pertectly compleat, 
And Sacred Wit is at the Nobleft height. 
Oh ! how I long to be allow'd to ſhare, 

And gain a Fame, by mingling with you there. 
The Country now can be ng longer born, 


And fince you firſt are gone, I muſt return; 


I come, I come, dear Hammond, to purſue 
Pleaſures I cannot know, depriv*d of you, 
Reftleſs, as Lovers, till we meet, I live, 
Ahd envy this, becauſe *rwill firſt arrive. 
With Joy I learnt, Dryden deſigns to crown, 
All the great things he has already done. 
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, No Loſs, no change of Vigour, can he feel ; 
. {Who dares attempt the Sacred Mantuas (till. 
t BAdieu —— n i 


t.YAnd yet methinks, F owe too much to you, 


, [Co part ſo Coldly with a bare Adieu. F 
* But what Requital can I make you more? 
 Fou've put all Recompence beyond my Power. 
ain wou'd my working Thoughts contrive a way, 
or, every generous Man's in pain to pay. | 
1s not a ſuitable return I give, 
et what it is, my beſt-good Friend, receive; 
ake the beft Wiſhes of a grateful'Soul ; 
ongreve, and Moyle, and you, pofleſs it whole. 
ake all the Thanks, a Country Muſe can ſend, 
din accepting this, oblige your Friend, 


POEMS 


To C. C. Eſq. 


| | vain, my F riend, ſo often I remove, 
I find that Abſence, till increaſes Love ; 


The barbarous Foe, like an ingrateful Gueſt, 
Too ſtrongly lodg'd, poſleſſes: all my Breaſt. 


Gladly, I ſuffer'd him to ſhare my Soul, 
But now the Traitor, has uſurp'd it whole, 
I burn with Pains, too great to be endur'd, 
And yet I neither can, nor would be cur'd, 
In other Ills, all Remedies we try, 


But fond of this, we grow content to Dye. . 


For all were uſeleſs here to help my Grief, 
And I ſhould ſtrive in vain, to find Reliet, 


\ 
Y 
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bs vai, I ruſh'd amidſt the Thund'ring War, } 
Endeavour'd all in vain, to meet it there; * | 


4 


In all the heat of Fight, I-thought on her. } 

If conquering Camps refus'd to give me eaſe, 
he Town at my return, affords me leſs. 
Without concern, its Wealth, and Pomp I ſee, 
ind all its Pleaſures are but loſt on me; 

If, with my Friends, I ſhow'd to Plays reſort, 

ithout a Smile I {ce the Comick Sport. 

[ mingle no Applauſes with the Pit, 

Nor mind the AQtion, nor the Author's Wit. 
| ſee the ſhining Beauties ſit around, | 
3ut have no room left for another Wound. 


fly for Refuge to the Country now, 


But that is Savage, and denies it too. 

Retirement {ti]] foments the raging Fire, ſpire, 
\ndTrees,and Fields,and Floods,andVerſe con- 
['o ſpread the Flame, and heighten the deſire. 


Wildly, 
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Wildly I Range theWoods,and Trace theGrove: 
To every Oak, I tell my hopeleſs Loves; 
Torn by my Pafhon, to the Earth I fall, 


T kneel to all the Gods, I Pray to all. 
Nothing but Eccho anſwers to my Prayer, 
And fhe ſpeaks nothing, but Deſpair, Deſpair. 
I give relentleſs Heaven this laſt Reply, 


I dodeſpair, and will reſolve to Die. 


I Þ 
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wa 7. 


Story of P HOE BUS and DA PHNE., 
FROM THE 


Firſt Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. | | 


N O Beauteous Nymph, cou'd Youthful 
Phebas move, 


Till Daphne's Charms inſpir'd him firſt with Lowe. - 


A Virgin, ſprung from Pexews Silver Stream, 
Fair as the Cryſtal Waters, whence ſhe came. 

No blind Effe&ts of Chance ſubdu'd the God, 
But. juſt Revenge which injur'd Capid ow'd. 
For Phebus ſaw him as his Bow he drew, 

And Scoffing, cry*d, thoſeare not Arms for you. 
To me your Quiver, and your Shafts refign, | 
They load your Shoulders, but fit well on mine ; 


A 


Your 
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Your Arrows drop from your enervate Arm, 


And are not ſent with Force enough to Harga ; 


But when I ſhoot, with my unerring hands, 
On the fleet Shaft, as fleet a Death attends. 
Witneſs the monſtrous Pythos lately ſlain, : 


Againſt whoſe Scales, your Darts had been in vain, 
 Heftill had liv'd, and ravag'd alf the Plain. 
In yonder Vale, by me, behoſd him kild, 
| Shedding his poisnous Gore, o're all the Field. 
| | Be you content to kindle amorous Fires, | 
k | Inſpiring childiſh Loves, and foft Deſires ; 
| Attempt not, things beyond your feeble Powers, 


Hold your own Empire, and ufurp not ours. 


- , The ſlighted God, in ſhort, replies, by thee, 
Let other Breaſts be pierc'd, but thine by me. 
As Humane Force is Conquerd by Divine, 
So ſhalt thou find my Powers, excelling thine. 
He 
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He ſpoke, and ſpread his wings, and mounted up, 
Nap reſted, till he reach'd Parneſſus top. 

From his full Quiver all his Darts he drew, 

And, from them all, he made his choice of two. 
Differing the Paſſions, which their Points create, 
The one producing Love, the other Hate : 

With this, the beauteous Virgins Breaſt he piers't; 
But he wounds Phebws deeper with the firſt, 

High on the Mountain's utmoſt Cliff he ſtood, 
And took his fatal aim, and ſhot the God :; 
Swiftly it flies thro? his invenom'd Reins ; 

Fires all his Blood, and poiſons all his Veins. 

The deadly Shafts their purpos'd ends obtain ; 
Work Love in him, in her as fierce Diſdain, 

Her only joy, was ranging thro' the Grove, 

To ſhun her Lovers, and their tales of Love, 
There the wild Boars were wounded with her 
Her only paſſion was to conquer there. _ 
C Al 
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—— 


AU her Attire was like -Dia#4's Train, 
Alike her Humour, irtavoiding Men. | 
Her numerous Couttiersgmet with awbnevons lights, 
She fled from Fhewen,-and his hated Rites : 

Oft had het Father prompted her to-wed ; 

By fond: defires of farure Grandfons led : 

Oft had he told her, char ſhe ow'd:a debt, 

Of ſmiling Nephews, which he hop'd for yet. 
She.ſtarts, and thinks ſhe underſtands him wrong, 
Nor would have heard it trom another Tongue. 
Then hanging on her Farher,thns she pray'd, 

Oh! only lov'd of all your Sex, she'ſaid, 
Oh ! give me leave to live, and dye a Maid. 


He, too indulgent,yields, but yields in vain, 

To whar she cannot from her ſelf obtain; 
That matchleſs Form was made'to/be admur'd, 
Andheis, in her own deſpight, defir'd ; | 
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The "—_ Phebas courrs her for his "" 
And loves tov fiercely tobe long deny. - 

With hopes, -he wou'd not, for his Godhead, loſk, 
By his own Oracles decenv?d; he wooes:* - | 
As fires, in ſpacious fietds of $rabblte thiowiny, 


When the firſt blaze of flaine is vnce begun; / + 
The winds, with fury, drive the torrent bft'+ 

' So burns the God, and fo receives the fires, 
And ſooths,with flartering liopes, his font defirtgy 
He fees her Hair difhevel'd-orr her back;* - 

And part, it» circles, twining round her neck, 

Tf ſuch their Chatms (diforded thus) he-ery*d; 
Ah! what if Nature were witli Art ſapply*d. - 
He ſees het ſparkling Eyes, that ſhine like: Scars, 
- But withan Influence far more ſtrong than theirs, 
He ſees her balty Lips, and lougs to kiſs; - 

For, oh ! he is not ſatisfy'd he ſees, 


C 2 Her 
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Her Hands, and Arms, fill his unwearied ſight; 
He looks on all, with wonder, and delight. 

| _ He ſees her ſnowy thighs, her ſwelling breaſt ; 
[1 /1e ought lay hid, he {till concludes it beſt : 


"ao yet, ie vain, is all the God can ſay, 


The deaz, diſdainful Virgin will not ſtay, 
But flies the ſwifter, . as she hears hum pray. 


| « Stay Daphye, ſtay, it is no Foe purſues, 
I follow not as luſtful Satyrs uſe: . 


The trembling Deer, fly from the Lyon ſo, 

The Lambs from Wolves each from his mortal Foc, 
They; by their ſwift purſuit, their prey deſign ; 
Bur Love, the tend”reſt Love, occaſions mine, 
Beware, dear Maid,.leſt.any barbarous thorn, 
Tear thoſe ſoft Limbs, too beauteous to betorn. 
Rough are the ways you follow with ſuch ſpeed, 


Ah! yet beware, be cautious how you tread; 
Or 
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Or ſtay, or do not make ſuch dangerous haſte, 
I too will ſtay, or not purſue ſo faſt. 


Stay, Daphne, ſtay, ah! whither do yourun ? 
Alas!/fond Nymph,you know not whom you ſhun. 
No Ruſtick labouring Hind, no Savage Swain,' 
I keep no lowing Herds upon the Plain. 
Delphos, and Tenedos, my Rule obey, 
In ſeveral Iſles, I ſeveral Scepters ſway. 

All Nations offer Incenſe at my Shrine, 

And all thoſe Beams that light the World-are 
mine. | | "" 

Tove does acknowledge me his Darling Son, 

And gives me Power, the greateſt, next his own. | 

I know what Time bears in her teeming Womb, 

And all that was, and is, and is to come. 

I Teach ſoft Numbers to the Mighty Nine, 

The wondrous Harmony they make, is mine. 

C ; Sure 
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Sure are the wounds I ſnd from every Dart, 
But Love made {urer, when he pierc'd my Heart. 
To the ſick Earth, ſafe Remedies I give, 
Allotting Man a longer time to Live; 

To me, the uſe of every Herb is known, 

Vain Art, alas ! ſince Love 1s cur*d by none. 

To all beſides, they do their Aid afford, 

Unable only to relieve their Lord. 


Much more, he would have told the flying Fair, 
But the regardleſs Virgin would not hear. 

With doubled ſwiftneſs, ſhe ouf-runs the wind, 
And leaves his yet unfiniſh'd Speech behind. 
The winds, that toſs'd her flowing Robes abroad, 
Show'd 2 whole Heaven of Beauty tothe. God, 
Her aud Limbs to. his full view diiphy'd; 

The God, the Rayxb'd God, ſaw all the Maid, 


Her 
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Her every ſtep inflames his fierce Deſires, 

Her every motion fans the raging Fires. _ 
Still the Fair-N ymph grew lovelier as she fled, + 
Looſe in the Air,her Golden Locks were _ 
And her Cheeks glow*d, with an unuſual red. * 
Th* impatient God admits no more delay, 

And throws no more unheeded words away : 
Stronger, . his pliant Limbs he ſtrives to move, 
Love urges on, he takes new force from Love. 
So the ſwift Greyhound, when his Game he views, 
With eager ſtretch, o're all the Plain purſues.. 
Now comes ſo near, that he is forc'd to ſtoop, 
With the falſe hopes he has to ſnatch her up. 
The trembling Hare,runs on with dreadful doubt, 
Whether $he is already leiz?d, or not. 
She uſes all her Art to help her flights 

And doubles, juſt enough, to ſcape the bite. 
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So Daphne flyes, wing'd with her Mortal Fear, 
Wing'd with his Love, ſo Phebws follows her. 
But he ſtill gains advantage in the Race, 


For Love redoubles his impetuous Pace, 
With Arms expanded, he purſues the Fair, 


ha — -* - | 


And plyes his eager Feet ſo very near, 

She feels his Breath warm thro? her flying Hair. ] 

Now, as her utmoſt force was well-nigh ſpent, 

And her o're-labour*d Legs began to faint | 

Her courſe to that delightful Stream ſhe bends, | 

Which from her Father's Silver Urn deſcends : | 

With moving Looks, ' the water ſhe ſurveys, 

And thus the ſad, and lovely Supplant prays. 

Oh! ſave me yer, ere I amyuite betray'd, 

Exert your God-head, and preſerve a Maid, 

T'o ſome new Form, change my too Charming 
Shape. 

©: let me loſe my Being, to eſcape. 


Immed iate 
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nemerdiaee grant, was giv'n her as ſhe pray'd, 
And ſudden mumneſs thro? herLimbs was ſpread ; 
Thin films o're all her lovely Frameare caſt, 
And with cloſe folds, they compaſs in her waſte. 
Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms to Branches ſhoot, 
Her Feet, depriv'd of ſwiftneſs, form the Root; 
Her beauteous Head chang'd to the leavy top, 
And yet not wholly, e're the God came up. 
For now he ran with more immoderate ſpeed, 
But not with haſte enough tembrace the Maid. 
Still Lovely, tho? of Humane Shape bereft, 
And he till Loves her, in the Shape ſh' has left. 
He lays his Hand upon the new-made Plant, 
While yet her Heart, beneath the Rind did pant, 
He claſp'd her, with the thought of what ſh* had 
And,olvhe wiſh'd her {till the ſame,as then; (ons 
With the ſame ſcarn his Kiſſes $she diſdain'd, 
Her ſcorn, alas ! was all he ftill retain'd. 
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I haye thee now, fuch as thou art, he cry'd, 
And thou shalt be my Tree, tho? not my Bride. 
My Quiver sball be hung upon thy Boughs, f 
And thy dear Leeaves,be wrearl'd about my Brow, 
Thou shalt the Heads of Demi-gods Adorn, 
And be by Poets, and their Heroes, worn ; 
Whea Cſar Shall from vanquiſh*d Nations cc 
Drawn in tus Chariot thro? the Streets of Rome ; 
When to the Capitol their Spoils they bring, {| 


| And Þo Peans wake the Temple ring : [ 
þ Then, planted at Auguſtus gilded doors, 
[i Thou,likean Houſhold God,shalt guard his floors. 
| And as the Treſles on my Youthful Head, ] 


Keep their firſt Luſtre ſtill, and never fade ; 1 

The verdant Beauty of thy Leaves $hall laſt, | 
*»», Not tq bdwwither'd bythe Winter's blaſt, 

Thus the God finish'd, and the Laurel bow'd, 


Her branches down, to thank the baunteous God. 
Part 


= 
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VIEW 


pon ſoaxrel Occaſions. 


Part of the Story of . 
FUPITER and EUROPA; 


5, From the latter end of the 


Second Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


Reatneſs does always our Deſires oppoſe, 
And Majeſty, and Love, are Mortal Foes. 

Jove knew too well, it hinder'd the Defign, 

He cou'd not compaſs in a Form Divine. 

He caſts his Eagle off, and Royal Crown, 

s.S And lets his Bolts fall to the Pavement, down. 

Diveſted thus, he quits the bleft Abode, 

Without one mark left to reveal the God : 

He that was woat to Reign, and Rule on High, 

Apd ſhakethe World with Thunder from the Sky ; 

Of all the Gods, the moſt ador'd and fear'd, | 

Now changes t0 2 Bull, and joyns the Herd. 

Large 
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Large Curls adorn'd his Front,and hid his Cheſt, 
[|] | Of all, he ſeeni'd by far the Nobleſt Beaſt, & 
| 4 By ſomething Rill diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 
0” 3 


His whiteneſs did the new-fal'n Snow excel, 


While it remains unſully'd, as it fell. (bri , 
i 
His Horns were ſmall, like glittering _— 
And ſeem'd deſfign'd for Beauty,more than F ight 


His peaceful Look, no ſigns of Fury shows, 


He wears no marks of Terrour on his Brows. 
\ The Royal Maid beheld him with delight, 

| l Surpriz'd with pleaſure at th? unuſual ſight : 
Yet was her pleaſure firſt allay*'d with fear, 
Till by degrees at laſt, advancing near, (Food, 
With Flow*rs, more welcome than his Heavenly 


(Giv*n by thoſe hands) he fed the raviſh'd God, 
Softly, with ſecret joy, thoſe hands he preſt, ” 


And too too eager, to be wholly bleſt, 


; Hardly, ah! hardly, he forbears-the reſt. 
: Now 


— 
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apon ſeveral Occaſions. 


ow with large leaps, he bounds upon the Land, 
on, he rolls along the Golden Sand. 


\F her fears vaniſlyd, she approach*d the Beaſt ; 
d venturing farther,ſtroak*d his HY 
nd crown'd his Horns with Flowers ; " 
vent”rous at the laſt, 
ore Favours thus th* unwary Nymph bo- 
ſtow'd, 
han she had given him, had he ſeend a God. 
till daring more, down on his Back $he fate, 
ilas! she knew not who ſuſtain'd her weight. 
hen, then the God roſe with his wiſh'd-for Prey, 
ind, wing*d with his Succeſs, ſoon reach'd the 
Sea. | | 
ain were her Cries, all her Reſiſtance vain, 
ile Jove in Triumph bore her chrough the 
dlie caſts her eyes on the forſaken Coaſt, GO 


/nich leflen'd, till the view was wholly loſt. 


LM 


She 
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She figh'd, and wept, and look*d deſpairi 
back, 

Yer ſtill ſhe held his Horns, ſtill claſp'd his Neck 

White with the Winds her looſer Garmen 

} flow'd, 

And ſpread a mn: Cnttidel ore the God. 


«pon 


The STORY. of 
[!NTRASand MIRR Has 


FROM THE 
Tench Book of 0pid's Metamorphoſes. 


; F- Ar,far from hence, you vertwous Maids remove, 
Fly from a Story of ince{tuotis Love. | 

Be not a Father, nor his Daughter near, ' --: // 
I ſing of things unkir for ſuckito hear. 
But ſhow'd you liſten, and believe them true, '"/- 
Believe the Vengeance that attends them = Qt 
If Sin- cou'd reach-to ſuch a diſinal height,” 

J And Nature fuffer an abuſe ſo grett : 
Yet when ſhe bore:ſo monſtrous art Offence; /* / 
Tis well the Scene was laid vethore'from hetite; - 
From vengeful Gods,our World exerapted fittds, 
There are no Judgments duc to guittleſs-Latide/ * 

| Her 
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Her Gums, and Perfumes, let Arabia boaſt, 

Forgerful of the mighty price they coſt. 

While Myrrha [preads her impiots Branches there, 

Her Sweets are purchav'd, at a Rate too dear. 

The God of Love, to clear himſelf from blame, 

Denies he gave the wound, or raig'd the Flame. 

"Che Brands of Furies kindled this Deſire, 

And thy devoted Boſom did inſpire, 

With a large ſhare of their Infernal Fire, 

To hate your Father, were a dreadful Fare ; 

And yet to love him thus, is worſe than hate. 

Look on the Princes of the ſhining Eaſt, 

Whoſe only ſtrife is; who ſhow'd pleaſe you beſt. 

By the loud Fame of conqu'ring Beauty led, 

A Royal Troop of Lovers court your Bed; 

From the whole World, chooſe. ane, and make 
him bleſt, _ -,* ENT 

Excepting one, take. any of, the reſt, 


X1)h 


——_— 


Which, when ſhe long had labour'd toremove, 
| Her laſt recourſe, was to the Powers above. 
By what reſiſtleſs Fury am I driv*n ? 
Defend me Piety, preſerve me Heav*n. 
Expel this raging Paſſhon from my Soul, 
* Oh! let me never a@ a Crime {ſo foul. 


- She was too conſcious of her unpious Love, 


Ifthat'sa Crime, which yet your partial Powers, 
Allow to every Kind they form, but ours. 

All Creatureselſe, without diftin&tion joyn, 

Regard no limirs, and reſpett no Line. 

"The feather'd Kind,fly mingled with their Young; 

Birds, pair with Birds, from whom of late they 
ſprung. 

The Lawlels Hergs, uw flow'ry Paſtures feed, 

And, by promiſcyous 'Leaps,. - eacreaſe their 
breed. :-- 


Uanaboun #» 
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Unbounded, / ore the ſpacious Plains they range, 
Chooſe, - as they pleaſe,.and as they pleaſe, they 
| change. | 
Wiſely, with Nature, happy Brutes comply, 
And as ſhe prompts them;they improve their joy ; 
But, fooliſh Man, againſt himſelf conſpires, 
Inventing Laws, to curb his free deſires. 
Iiduſtrious, to deſtroy his own content, 
He makes thoſe bars, which Nature never meant. 
Yer there are Nations, no ſuch Cuſtoms bind ; 
Where Men, and Women,all.in common mT 
With doubled Love, exalt their genrous Kind, 
Wlcre Daughters, -with indultent Fathers wed, 
And, without ſcandal, mount the Genial Bed. 
Hed my* Stars plac'd my Birth inſuch-a Clime,. 
-T mighthave had my wiſh, -without a Crime, -- 
I might have been, of all I Love, poſleſt, 
Like them, I had Enjoy'd, like them, been Bleſt. 
GC. - Hence 


on ſeveral Occaions. 


35 


Hence, Impious Thoughts, from ny-diſtratted 


Brain, 
Be gone all hopes, ſince all, alas ! are vain; 
Tho? he: poſſeſſes, Charms enough to move, 
The coldeſt Virgin to the warmth of Love. 


Yet to that warmth, my Paſſion muſt not riſe, 


For I muſt view him, with'a Daughter's Eyes. 


VVere I not fo, all my defires were free, 

Alas ! it is a Sin in none, but me. 

Engag'd already, in too ſtrift a tye, 

I might be nearer, were I-not ſo nigh. 

Should Piety adviſe me to remove, 

Where I might poſſibly forget my Love... 

In vain, T ſhould endeavour to. be gone, 

Compell'd to ſtay, by what I ſeek roſhun, 

Still to be preſent in his lovely: fight, 

- Still gAZC on him, in whom my. Eyes delight, 

Talk, touch, and kiſs, do more, if more I might. 
on - Ws 
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Wreich thasLam! ah! whither do Lrun ? 

Is there not too, too much, already done.? 

How would the A&;, all ties of Blood confound, - 

And think, oh! think, how would your Titles 
ſound ? | 

Your Father's Whore, a Mother to the Son, - 

Born of your Mother ; Siiter to your own. 

Oh! what remorſe will ſuch an Adtion bring, 

How fiercely will a guilty Conſcience ſting ? 

How will the Furies haunt your anxious Breaſt, 

And rob your Soul, of her Eternal Reſt ? 

Advance their Torches, to your dazled fight, 

By Day in Viſions, and in Dreams, by Night ? 

Since then, Divine, and Human Laws forbid, 

Our Bodies ere ſhould joyn in ſuch a deed, 

Let not the Thoughrit ſelf reception find, 

But baniſh it, for ever, from your mind. 


WILL 


| apy ſie Occhfons. 


Could you pgfolve, wereyou ſo loft to ſhame ; 
Durſt you attempt a deed, you dare not name / 


37 
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Still, the foul Crime, would his concurrence want, 
Which he, ah ! too, too good,” will never grant. 
Oh ! that I could my ſelf from Love'redeem, 
Or that an equal fury reign'd in him.” '* 
In Thoughts like theſe, the beautcous —_ 
mus'd, 
Now blam'd her guilty Paſhon, now,excugd. 
In the mean time, th Ambitious Rivals ſtrove, - 
To Court the Father, for the Daughter's Love. 
He at a loſs, which Prince he ſhould prefer, 
Where all deferv'd alike ; conſults with her. 
He makes their Fortunes; © Names, and Tikies 
known, | 
But hides his'*Fhoughts, and leaves her to her 


Own, 
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Fix'4 on his Eyes, the Maid her filegce kept, 

And wrack'd with ſecret tortures, bluſh'd, and 
wept. 

He thinking this the effeQt of Virgin fears, 

Kiſs'd her drown'd Cheeks, and dry*d her flow. 
ing Tears, 

The welcome Kiſs, ſhot thro? -her Raviſh'd Soul, 

And almoſt caus'd her, to reveal the whole. 

Again, his former queſtion he renews, 

What Choice {he-made, where ſhe had ſuch to 
chooſe. . 

Frequent. demands, 'this ſhort Confeſſion drew, 

| Him T like moſt, who moſt reſembles you. 

;_But he, Good Man, by Piety betray'd, 

Miſtakes the meaning, and commends the Maid. 

Believes thoſe words did from her Duty flow, 

And bids her to continue ever ſo. 


While 


Yi 


— 


While on the ground, her guilty looks ſhe bent, 
For ſhe knew better, what her Anſwer meant. 
Twas Midnight now, and Mankind lay refreſht, 
They, and their Cares, in Univerſal Reft. 

But Myrrhs wakes, ſcorch'd with impetuous fires, 
And ſtruggles to reſiſt her fierce deſires, '_ | 
Deſpair, and ſhame, hope, fear, and fury roul, 
And work a tempeſt in her troubled Soul. 

Like fighting winds, tumultuous paſſions mix, 
Toſs to, and fro, and know not where to fix, - 
As ina ſpacious Wood, a ſtately Oak, 

That labours long beneath the Axe's ſtroxe. 
With the laſt blow, nods c*e its dreadful fall, 
And threatning every ide, 1s fear'd on all. © * 7 
So roll the thoughts in her uncertain mind; -- * 
And now to Vertue, now to Vice, inelin'd : 
Death, was the only choice {he could approve, 
Death, a leſs ill, as well as end of Love.  -- 
D 4 Wxoc.. 
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When Rrait, her trembling Hands a girdle tye 

Ta the tall Roof, where ſhe deſigns to dye. 
Then fix*d the nooſe, and ſinking from the beam, 
With.her laſt words, invok*d her Father's Name. 
Farewel, ſhe cry'd, dear Cinyras farewell, 
Learn by my Death, what now I dare not tell. 
The broken murmurs reach'd her Nurſes Ears, 
Lodg'd-in a ſmall Apartment joyning hers. 
Who, with amazement, ſtarting from her Bed, 


Runs to the doors of the deſpairing Maid. 


Her trembling Eyes diſcern the diſmal ſight, 

And a loud ſhriek proclaims her mortal fright. 
Feebly ſhe haſtes to ſnatch her from her Fate, 
And, with ſtretchfd hands, takes down the lovely 


Where enter'd, by the glimmiring Tapers light, 


weight. 
Then firſt ſhe found the leiſure to lament, 


Her Words anutterance, and her Tears a vent. 
"Nd Cloſely 
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Cloſely her Aged Arms her Charge embrace, 
With floods of woe ſhe bathes her beauteous 
Face, 


And ſtreams from Myrrha's Eyes,kept equal pace. 


Tellme your griefs, ſhe cry*'d, my Royal care, 


Tell, what occaſions this accurs'd deſpair. 

Her killing anguiſh no return affords, 

Tears blind her Eyes, 'and groans ſuppreſs her 
words. | | ' 

New fury works her rifing Paſſions high, 

Now doubled, by her vain attempt to dye. 

Still the Good Nurſe all ſoft Endearments us'd, 

In hopes to learn, what ſhe was ftill refus'd. 


Turn here, ſhe cries, look on theſe filver hairs, 
Grown thus, alas ! with ſorrow, more than Years. - / 
Look on theſe Breaſts, whence your firſt Food you 


drew; - 


Theſe Hands, fo often tir'd in holding you. 


Think - 
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Think on that fondneſs, thoſe indulgent cares, 
With which I rear'd you, in your tender years. / 


All theſe perſwaſions unregarded dye, 


Or Tears, and Sighs, were all the fad reply. 
Repulſe, upon repulſe, with grief ſhe bore, 
Yet itill inſiſts, reſolv*d to hazard more. 

Let my paſt Services, ſays ſhe, entreat, 

And do not, do not think me uſeleſs yet. 

In me repoſe your cares, on me rely, 

| On one ſo tender, .ſo concern'd, as I. 

Your ills, to what ſad height ſoever grown, 
Shall quickly be redreſs'd, or never known. 
Madneſs, by ſacred numbers is expelÞ'd, 

And Magick, will to ſtronger Magick yield. 
If the dire wrath of Heav*n this fury rais'd, . 
Heav*n is with Sacrifice, and Prayer appeas'd. 
From what cauſe elſe, can theſe diſorders grow ?' 


In a ſmooth tide, your riſing Fortunes flow. 
No 


P" 
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No lo, your Subjefts, or your-Friends "—_—_ 
"| No Wars diſturb your Father's peaceful Reign. 


The mention of that dear, that fatal Name, 

Swell'd her loud fighs, and ſpread her raging 
Flame: 

Yet in the Nurſe, this no ſuſpicion moy*d 

Of ſuch a Crime, tho? ſhe perceiv*'d ſhe loy'd. 

Now, more than ever, her deſires encreaft, 

Having obtain*d ſo much, to learn the reſt : 

With trembling Arms, ſhe claſps the weeping 
Maid,  cH97-Ift 

And in her lap reclin'd her lovely Head. 

I'know thou lov'ſt, ſhe cry'd, no more con- 
ceal 

A Truth, which Virgins need not bluſh to tell. 

Long ſince, its Nature, and its force, I knew, 

And cannot wonder at it, now, in you. 


Yet 


ws 
< + 


He ſhall be ſtull a Stranger to your Love. 
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Yet tho you Love, you have no'cauſe to grieve, 
Cou'd Lno county, no affiftanoe give, + ; 
You, your own Birth, and Beauty wou'd relieve. 

Your Chains, no Monarch would refuſets wear, 


Of no Imperial Crown, need you deſpair. .' - 
Shouw'd not your Father, whom you chooſe,  ap- 


Again, that Name ; a cruel Image brought + ' 
Of dreadful Guilt, to-her diſtrafted thought. 
Fiercely ſhe roſe, and ſpringing to the Bed, ; | 


Be gone, without reply, be gone, ſhe ſaid, ' 
Spare the confuſion of a wretched Maid. 
Uſe no entreatics to me more, but go, 4. -» W( 


You ask me that, which *twere 2 Sin-to know. |: 
Strange terrors-0n the Aged Matronfſeize,'-: 
Who, falling proſtrateat.che Virgins Knees, | | 


No 


nn” ©, ww. 7 


No Arguments, that might prevail, forgets ; ; * 
But plics her, now. with Hflattery, now with & 
threats. jr yp 
Conjures. her todiſcover ddrainy ls 

Or menaces, to-publiſh all ſhe knows..  * 
Faintly;. at that, her mournful Head the vears, 


| And bathes her Nurſes, Bolſom with her Tears. 


Oft wou'd the fatal Secret have reveal'd, 


| Which Guilt, and conſcious Shame,. as oft with- 


| There hreaks abruptly off; i 


f?) 


held. | 
When hiding, with her Robes, her bluſhing look, 
As loth her ſelf to hear the Words {he ſpoke. 
Thus much, -at laſt, confus'dly ſhe 'expraſt, 
Oh! Mother, in your eavy'd Nuptials bleſt : 


the, reſt. 
Cold zremblings chill'd the Matrons frozetBlodd. 


{And her faint Legs Karce beer tliew ſhaking loud; 


Mo. Her 
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Her hoary Hairs upright with horrour riſe, 
| And ghaſtly Fears, ftar'd wildly in her Eyes. | 
All that ſhe ought, in ſuch a Caſe, ſhe aid, 
But, all in vain, endeavour'd to diſſwade ; 
The Maid liv*d only, that ſhe might enjoy, 
And if that faiPd, ſhe ſtill knew how to Dye. 
The Thoughts of ſo much Guilt, diftra@ theſ 
n N urſe; 
But Mhrrbe's threatned Death, confounds her{| 
worſe. | 
Live, and poſſeſs, ſhe cry*d ; there paug'd with | 
Shame, | 


Not hardew'd yer enough, to add a Father's 
mal 


' Name: 

Now the fix*4 Time for Ceres Feaſts was near, 
Obſerv'd by Cyprian Matrons once a year : 
All in their white and ſpotleſs Garments dreſt ; 

Such as denoted -Tanocence the beſt, - - - -* 
WT | Deny'd 
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"{Deny'd, the ſpace of theſe myſterious Rites, 
/F The touch of Man, nine whole revolving Nights. 
The Queen, in perſon, does the Pomp adorn, 

All offering grateful Gifts of early Corn. 

Thus, from his Bed, his beauteous Partner gone, 
 FThe Widdow'd King poſleſs'd it-all alone. 
[The Nurſe, too diligent in-ill, would miſs 

No Opportunity, that ſerv'd like this. - ., 
{he went, and found, to favour her Deſign, 

The vigorous Prince already warm with Wine ; 
4 | Fhentells him of a Maid with wondrousCharms, 
A Miſtreſs, worthy of a Monarch's Arms. 

n Her Face, and Form, with Myrrha's, ſhe: com- 
pares, 
| Beauty equal, and of equal years. 

The King, new Paſſion from her praiſes caught. 

And, all inflam'd, commands her to bg brought, 


Swifr, 
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Swift, with.the dreadful Meſlage ſhe return'd, 
And found the lovely Nymph, where ftill ſhe 
mourn'd. | | 
Rejoice, ſhe cry'd, th* approaching Night ſhall 
| crown 
All your deſires, the Conqueſt is your own. 
No real joys on her Succeſs attend, 
Of which her ſoul prelag'd ſome diſmal end; 
Her labouring Heart, with different Motions 
beat; 
Now Fear,now Joy, uſurp'd the Soveraign my 
And, long contending, made the Tumult great. 
All Doubts, at length, reſiſtleſs Love deſtroys, 
And left a fatal room for impious joys. 
The day was fled,and no brightTracks remain'df} 
But chro' whole Nature, Night and Sileno: 
- reigned. 


be 
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On goes the deſperate Virgin, to purſue 


« A Crime too foul, for Heav*n's chaſt Eyes to view. 


The Silver Moon, averſe to ſuch a fight, 

Fled from her darken'd Orb, no ftreak of my 

No glimmering Star, ſhot through the _ 
Night. | 

Thrice, in loud Screams of: Woe, the Screech- 


Owls mourn, 
o 


And thrice ſhe falls, to warn her to return, 


No bodings cou'd the vent*rous Maid recall, 


Refſolv*d on ruin, ſhe contemns them all. 


+The darkneſs of the Night diſpelPd her fears, 


While not a bluſh, for her bold Crime, appears, 
One hand upon her Nurſe ſupported lay, 


"Holding het other ftretch'd to feel the way. 


Soon, with bold Steps,tothe dire Room ſhe comes, 


But foon as enter*d, all her fears reſumes. 


E ' Courage 
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/ Courage her Hcart, and Blood her Face, forſook, 


Her bending Knees on one another {trook, 


And every looſen'd Joint with Horrour ſhook. 


Her working thoughts a livelier Proſpect drew 


Of Guilt, more dreadful at a nearer view. 


; Increaſing Fear quite damps her impious Fire, ) 


Who, now grown cold, and dead to all delire, 


Repents her Crime, and wou'd, unknown, w\ 
* 


tire, 
But now, the Nurſe urg'd on tl? unwilling Maid, 


Till coming where tl! impatient King was laid : 


Receive, ſhe cries, a Virgin wholly thine, 

And then ; oh ! breach- of all things Sacred 
and Divine, 

In Helliſh Luſt, Father and Daughter joyn. 

He, as leſs guilty, felt the leſs of fear, 

And, in the midit of horrour, comforts her. | 


He 


Je 
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He call'd her Daughter, as if that expreſt 
His tender Love, and diffrent Age, the beſt. 
She usd th? indearing name of Father too, 
And each gave Titles to their Inceſt due. 
Full of her Father, now ſhe leaves his Bed, 
Her impious Womb, ſwoln with inceſtuous 
_ (breed. | 
Where Crimes unknown, and monftrons Vices 
Next Night their guilty Pleaſures they repeat, 
Another follow*d, and another yet. 
When he, deſirous to behold, at laſt, 
The ſoft kind Nymph whom he ſo oft embrac'r. 
With a Torch, lighte@at a fatal time, 
Diſcern'd at once his Daughter, 'and his Crime. 


His rage, and grief, no room for words afford, 
But ſpeechleſs at the ſight, he ſnatcld his Sword ; 
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Frighted ſhe flies, aſſiſted by the Night, 


 Whoſedarkneſs ſhelter'd, and ſ{ecur'd her flight. 

, Far from her Country,and thoſe conſcious Fields, 
Unknown, ſhe wanders on through ſpacious 

Wilds. 

Till, with the Burden In her Womb oppreſt, 
Her ſtaggering Limbs requir'd their needful reſt. 
Scarce knowing what to pray for, and at ſtrife, 
Betwixt the fear of Death, and hate of Life ; 
Long ſhe revolv'd on what ſhe thought might 


—  — OO OO eee Cy ——_ 


move, 


And thus, at laſt, invokes the Powers above. 


On you, great Gods, in theſe Extreams I call, 
Juſt is your Vengeance, I deſerve it all. 
Yet, leſt alive I ſhou'd infeQion ſpread, 
Or my foul guilt, in Death, pollute the dead, 


Allow 


S 


If 
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Allow my wretched Life no longer date, 
But, by ſome change, deny me-either State. 

. Here, the fair Penitert concludes her Prayers, 
Which Heav*n, (till open ro confeſſion,) hears. 
She feels her Legs,now cover with the ground, 
And her nummi'd Feer in welcome Fetters bound. 
The ſpreading Root ſhoots downyard from her 

Toes, 

On which the lofty Bole ſupported grows, 
To Pith her Marrow turns, her Bones to Wood, 
Fed by the Sap, which was of late the Blood. 


Her Arms great Boughs, her Fingers form-the 


{mall, 
Her once ſoft Skin, now hard*ned, covers all. 
Now, her big Womb, the riſing Bark ſuppreſt, 
Which now creeps higher o're her panting Breaſt. 
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When ſhe, impatient in her change to loſe 
Her hated Being, and her cruel Woes ; 


.Sunk down within the Tree, whoſe cloſing top, 


—— 


For ever lock*d her charming Beauties up. 

Who, tho? ſhe loſt all other Senſe with Life, 

She ſtill retains that wretched one of Griet. 

Her laſting Sorrows in her Tears are ſhown, 
Which, from her Bark, courſe one another down, 
Thoſe Tears are precious too,and keep the N ame, 


Of that unhappy Fair One, whence they came. 


THE 
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The STORY of 
CEYX and HALCTONE.:* 
FROM THE 


Eleventh Book of Yuid's Metamorphoſes. 


— 


Y 


ARG MEN T. 


Ceyx, the Son of Lucifer, aud Kjng of Trachis, s 
City in Theſlaly, having been alarm'd by ſeveral 
Prodigies, prepares to go and conſult Apollo's 
Oracle at Claros, to learn the Will of Heat”s, 
and receive the Gods Inſiruftions : Hu Yoyage : 
The Deſcription of a Storm and Shipmrack : The 
Deſcription of the G:d of Sleep, and his Palace : 
The Lamentation of Halcyone, the Daughter of 
Eolus, and Wife of Ceyx, for. the loſs of "her 
Husband ; with the change of both into Sea Fowls,. 
calPd after her name, Halcyons ; are the Subjetts 
of the following Verſes; beginning with her Speech 
to her Hutband, to diſſwade him from his in- 
tended Voyage. © 
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Ow are you chang'd of late, my Lev, 


_ how grown 

So tir'd of me, ſo preſſing to be cone ? 

What have I done, to make my Lord remove 

So far from her, who once had all his Love ? 

Is your Halcyone no longer dear ? 

| Or, to whatever place your courſe you ſteer, 
Can you enjoy your ſelf, and ſhe not there? 
Yet, if you went by Land, *twere ſome relief, 
For all that would torment me then, were Grief. 
But now, at once, with Grief, and Fear, oppreſt, 
A thouſand anxious thoughts deſtroy my reſt, 

 Andnot one dawn of Comfort chears my Breaſt, 

The faithleſ Seas are what, alas! I fear, 


I muſt not let my Ceyx venture there. 

Oft have I heard their troubled waters roar, 

And ſeen their foaming waves ſurmount the Shore. 
Oft 


Y11Hh 
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' Oft ſeen the wreck come floating to the Coat, 
And vent'rous Wretches by their Folly loſt. 
Nor have I ſeldom, fad Inſcriptions read, 
On Marble Tombs, which yet inclosd no Dead. 
Let me alone, my Ceyx, be believ'd, 
And be not by your flatring hopes deceiv'd. 
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Truſt not the Seas, although my Father binds, | 
Within his Rocky Caves, the ſtruggling Winds. 
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If once broke looſe, nought can their Rage re- 
ſtrain, 

They ſweep ore all the earth,ſwell all the Main; 

Drive Clouds on Clouds, by an abortive Birth, 

From their dark Wombs, flaſhing the Thunder 
forth. . 

More, more than what my feeble words expreſs, 

Which only repreſent their fury leſs. 

Let me per{ſwade, for I have ſeen them rage, 

Seenall theWarsthe fighting Winds cou'd wage. . 


Did 
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Did you, like me, therr ſtern Encounters know, 
As daring as you are, you wotrd not go. | 


If all this fail tomove your ſtubborn mind, 


And you will go, oh! Teave not me behind. 

Take me along, let me your Fortunes ſhare, 

There's nought too hard for Love like mine to 
bear. 

In Storms, and Calms, together let us keep, 

Together brave the dangers of the Deep, 

The grant of this,. my flattering Love aſſures, 

Which knows no Joys, and feels no Griefs but | 


yours. 


Thus ſpoke the lovely Queen, all drown'd in | 


| Tears, | 
Nor was her Husband's Paſſion te than hers. *- | 
Yet wou'd he not his firſt Reſolves recall, 4 
N or, fufP ring her to venture, hazard all. ' --\ 


He 


e 


[1 


lc 


|| Her Griefs, although his own were full as great. 


| The tender fears of her Prophetick Love. 


| For, by my Father's brighteſt Fires, I ſwear, 


\| And: now he bids them Launch without delay, - ** 
1 While ſhe took truce with Grief, to Sail away. 
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He ſaid, whate're he fancy'd might abate 


Yet, all in vain, he labour'd to remove 


Still the ſame Sighs from her heav*d Heart ariſe, © 
And the ſame Streams ftill bubble at her Eyes. 
All this ſucceeding not, My Love, he cry'd, 
(The laſt beſt Speech, that cow'd be then apply'd.} 
Ta you ſhow'd Ceyx abſence tedious ſeem, 
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Believe that yours is not leſs fo to him : 


By your dear ſelf, believe my mournful Dear, 
Ee twice the Moon renews her blunted Horns, 
If Deſtiny permits, your Love returns. 

This juſt ſuffic'd to eaſe her troubled Hearr, 
And of her many Cares, diſpel a part. 


That 
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That laſt Command awak'd her ſleeping Fears, 
And ſhe again ſeem'd all diſfolv'd in Tears. 
Around his Neck, her circling Arms ſhe threw, 
And, mix*d with Sighs, forc'd out a faint Adieu, 
Then, as he left her hold, too feeble grown, 
(Rob'd of her dear Support) to ſtand alone, 
The laſt ſad pangs, at parting, funk her down. 
Th impatient Seamen call upon their Lord, 
And almoſt bear him thence by force, aboard. 
Then, having fix'd their Oars, begin to ſweep, 
And cleave, with -well-tin'd ftroaks, the yield- 
ing Deep. 
Paintly, her op'ming Eyes the Ship ſurvey, 
Which bears her Lord, and her laſt hopes away. 
In their own "Tears, her trembling Eye-balls 


{wim, 


Which hinder'd not, but ſhe diſtinguifh'd him: 


Too 
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Too diſtant now for words, aloft he ſtands, 
On the tall Deck, and ſhe upon the Sangls, 
Wafts her laſt Fajewell, with her lifted hands. 
Then, as the Ship drove farther from the Coaſt, 
And that dear Object in the Crowd was loſt ; 
The flying Bark, her following Eyes purſue ; 
That gone, the Sails employ'd her lateſt view. 
All out of ſight, ſhe ſeeks the widow*d Bed, 
{Where Ceyx and her ſelf ſo oft were laid. 
But now half fi11'd, the ſad remembrance mov'd, 
'Of the dear Man, who made the whole belov'd. 
By this, the gathering Winds began to blow, 
Their uſeleſs Oars, the joyful Seamen ſtow. 
Then hoiſt their Yards, while looſen'd from 
the Maſts, 


| The wide-ſtretch'd Sails receive the coming 


Blaſts, 


Fs 
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Deſcription of a Storm, and 
Shiorack. * 


Ow, tar from either Shore, they plow*d 


their way, 

And all behind them, and before, was Sca, 

When, with the growing Night, the Winds 
roſe high, 

And ſwelling Seas, preſag'd a Tempeſt nigh. 

Aloud the Maſter cries, furl all the Sails, 

No longer ſpread, to catch the flying Gales. 

But his Commands are born unheard away, 

Drown'd in the roar of a far louder Seca. 

Yet, of themſelves, their tasks the Sailors know, 

And are, by former Storms, inſtrufted now. 

Some to the Maſts the ſtruggling Canvals bind, | 


And leave free paſſage to the raging Wind. 
Some 
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Some ſtop the Leaks,while ſome the Billows caſt 
Back on the Sea, which rolls them back as faſt. 
Thus, in confuſion, they their parts perform, 
While fighting Winds encreaſe th? impetuoys 
Storm. 
| Amaz'd, the Pilot ſees the Waves come on, | 
Too thick, and faſt, for his weak Skill to ſhug. 
On every ſide the threatning Billows fall, 
And Art is at a loſs to "(cape them all. . 
| The cries of Men, the ratling of the Shrouds, 
Floods  daſh'd on Floods, and Clouds SnCQUR=® 
ering Clouds. | | | 
Fierce Winds beneath, above, a thund'ring Skie, 
Unite their Rage to work the Tempeſt high, 
Vaſt Billows, after Billows, tumbling come, + 
And folling Seas grow whute with angry foam; , 
To mountainous heights,the ſwelling Surgesriſe, | 
Waves pil'd on waves, ſeem equal with the Skies... 


Now 
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Now ruſhing headlong with a rapid Force, 
Look black as Hel,to which they bend their courſe, 
The Ship on riſing Seas is lifted up, . 

And now ſeems ſeated on a Mountain top, 
Surveying thence the Stygian Lakes that flow, 

; And roll their diſtant Waters far below ; 

Af Now downwards, with the- tumbling Billows 


driv”n, on 
From Hell's profoundeſt depth, looks up to 
l Heav'n. © | 
Waves after waves, the ſhatter*d Veſſel cruſh, 
All ſides alike they charge, on all they ruſh. 
While-with a noiſe th* afſaultiug Billows roar, 
As loud as batt'ring Rams, that force a Tow'r. 
As Lyons, fearleſs, and ſecure from harms, 
Ruſh with prodigious Rage on pointed Arms : 
Chaf'd, if repuls'd, they run the fiercer on, 
And laſh themſelves to Fury, as they run. 
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So roll the Seas, with ſuch reſiftleſs foroey!-!::of 
And gather ſtrength in their. umpetuous ;courſe:! 
Now ftart the Planks, and leave the Veſlel's:ſides 
Wide open, to receive the conquering Tides : 

In at the breach the raging, waters COmeyi cl} 
All preſſing to: purſue their Conqueſt home. ,., - 
Fierce Neprane now, who longialone had.ſtrays; 
(As if too weak himielt ) ſceks aid _— 
VV hole Heav?n diſſolves in 'one continued rainy. _ 


Ah _- _ brm— 
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Deſcending, ina deluge, ro the/Main, 7c: : -/: 

V V hoſe mounting Billows tals 1t-back:agdibn/. 
Seeming,, by. turns, eachother to:fupply: 371: / / 
The Sky the Seas; and now! the:Seas thei8hyjr/: 
Showers join with V V aves,.and:paour us! Torfents 
i Gowny- 17 W2IQY 11 744 
And all the Bloods of Heawa and Earthgrawione- 
No glimple; of; lightis ſeep;/:90 - ſparkles ;flye, 
From friendly Stars, thro? the benighted sky, 
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Double the horrour-of the:night is grown, 

The/Tempeſt's Darknels added'to:her own : 

Tillthund”ring Clouds ſtrike out aditmal tghr, 

More&readful thinthe deprh of blackeft night/ 

Upwards'the waves, to.catch'the/flames, U_ 

Andall the rolling furges ſeem 6hfire. 

Now: .o're the 'Harches, mad- with' rage, they 

tOWre; 

Ani ſtrive, polſe{s'd of them, toconquer more : 
; As a brave'Souldier, whom the ftrong deiire, ,, 
CAndibyrning thieſt of Glory ſer. on fire, | 

V Vitls morethawcommon ardonr in his breaſt, 

Ari#\Bigther hopes, ſpurr'd farther than the reſt ; 

Oft khles, in vainy-a well defended Town, 

But mounts at length, and leaps victoriqus down. 


- -Alveg2af all, the dreadful ſhock. abides, 


Wille thouſand'orhers periſh by his fides. 
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80 the tenth Billow, rolling from afar; 7: +-/ 

More vigorous than the reſt, maintains the:Wit : 

flow gains the Deck, ant, with Succeſs grown 
bold, 07 (ehyty; foi} mot 

Ponrs thence in” Triumpli\down, and! facks ithe 
Hold. - «alias 

Part, ſtiff without, the batter'd ſides afſail;” 

And where that Ted the way, attempt eo 'frale. 

As in a Town, already half poſſeft, 11:7 ';; 

By Foes:within it, and without it preft;/;', _ 

'All tremble, of their laſt'defence bereft; -/ ! ' 


And ſee no hope of any ſafety left. 

No aid, their oft ſucceſsful Arts, can boaſt ; 

At once their Courage, and their Skill is loft. .. 
Helplefs, they'ſee the raging waters come, 

Each threatens Death, 'and cach' preſents ' a 
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One mourns. his Fate inhoud Complaints, and 
prog { 

Another, more aftoniſtid, quite foxbears \ 

From ſighs, or words, too faint to tell his fears. 

This, / calls them-bleſ&d, who; Funeral Rites 

receive, | 

Poſſeſs'd, in quiet,” of a Peaceful Grave. 

This, rears his ſuppliant hands unto the Sky, 

And vainly looks to what he cannot ſpy, 

This, thinks upon the Friends he left behind, 

And his (now Orphan) Childrenrack his mind ; 

Halcyone, alone, .cou'd Ceyx ſtir, 

His anxious thought” ran all alone on her. 

One . farewell view of her was all his care, 

And yet he then rejoic'd ſhe was not there. 

For a laſt look, .fainwou'd he turn his eyes 

On her Abode, but knows not where it lies, 


The 
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The Seas ſo whirl, with ſuch packdigjons might = 
While pitchy-Clouds, obſcuring Heav'n fromf- 
ſight, + .* ef \ 
Encreafſe the native horrour of the Night. - 
Now {plits' the Maſt, by furious Whirlwinds 


torn, 

And now, the Rudder to the Seas is born.. 
A Billow, with thoſe Spoils encourag'd, 'rides, 
Aloft, in Triumph ore the lower Tides.” = # 

hence, as ſome God had pluck*d up! Rocky 
/ and thrown 
Whole Mountains on the Main ſhetumbles down. 
Down goes'the Ship, with her unhappy Freight,- 
Unable to ſuſtain the prefing weight. - . + _... 
Part-of-her Men along with her are born, 
Sunk ina Gulph, whence they-muſt ne're return. .- 
Part catch at Planks, in hopes to float to ſhore, _ 


Or ftem the tempeſt; till its rage were o're. 
F 3 Ev'n 
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Ev*n Czyx, of the like-ſupport poſſeſt, - 

Iwies, -undiſtinguilt®d now, among the reſt. 
Fo his Wife's Father, and his own, prefers 

His ardent Vows far help, which neither hears ; 
To both, repeats his ſtill neglected Prayer, 

Calls oft on both, but oftner calls on her. 

The more his danger grew, the more it brought | 
Her dear remembrance to his reſtleſs tzhought. 

Whoſe dying wiſh, was, that the friendly Stream 

Wouw'd: roll him to thoſe Coaſts, whence latef 

he came, 

To her dear hands, to be Interr'd by them. 

Stull, as the Seas a breathing ſpace afford, 

Halcyone rehears'd, forms every word. 

Half of her name, his lips, now finking, ſound: 
When the remaining half in him was drown'*d;:./ 
An huge black Arch of waters, which hadhuap;'! 
High, in the gloomy Air, and chieat/ned long." 
Kol Burſting 
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All on his //head, and dries .him down the 
Deep. -: s d 24 
4His Father Lacifer, thar difmal Night; i: 
Sought to retire, to fhun the TragickJight. :- | 
But, fincethe:cou'd nor; teave his deftin'd Sphere, 
Drew round the blackeft-Clouds to veil hirh there. 
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Mean wluleghis Wife counts every tedious hour, 
And knew not yet, the was a Wife no more: 

But works two Robes agaialt his wilh'd return, 
To be by her, and her dear Ceyx, worn. 

She pays her Vows $0 every Pow'r Diwinez 

But pays them frequeatelt at Jazo's Shrine. 
Bribes every Goddeſs, ata mighty coſt 

Of precious Gums, bur {t1ll bribes her'at moſt. 
Vain were the Gifts {bg offer'd in her Fane, | 


She made ber loaded Alzars imoak invaine,  /. . 
F 4 Where 
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Where for his life ,and'fafe return, ſhe:pray'd, ' 
Who was already loſt, already dead. - + / 

Let me again, ſhe cry'd, my Ceyx ſee; 

And, while away, by your ſevere Decree, ; 
Let him give none the love, that's due to me. 
Let-none, ſhe pray*d,- before me be preferr'd.; 
And this alone, of all her Prayers was heard. 
The pitying Goddeſs wou'd no more receive 
Vows for that ſuccour, which ſhe cou'd not give: 
But from her Altar ſhakes her awful Hand, - 
And gives her faithful Iris this Command, 


Haſte quickly,where the drowhic God of Sleep, 
Remote from Day, does his dark Manſions keep. | 
Tell him, Tbid him in'a Dream reveal --- - - 

To ſad Halcjone, how Ceyx fell. 

All her Misfortunes'in her {leep unfold, -+- - + - 
And by the'V 1fion,' ler her-loſs be told. -\--:i 7 
| Thus 


a. 


Wins | Rr rrronnts HF 
Thus ſpeaks the Queen of Heav*n,nor Iris ftays 
To. make reply, but as ſhe ſpeaks; :obeys.' | 51A 
Strait in a-thouſand colour'd Robe array*d,  -/ 
Andall her Orieat Bow o're Heay*ndiſplay'd,,1/ 

Downwards ſhe flides, to find the dark Abods, 
And bear her Mcſlage to the flothful God... ,,: 

Deſcription of the God of S "way 
ns bis vgs SOTO - 


TEar the i hid _ nike ſight, 
Lies a vaſt hollow Cave, all void of light, 
Whezc,deep in Earth,the God his Court maintains, 
And undiſturb'd, in caſe and ſilence reigns. 

Not ſeen-by Phebas, at his Morning riſe, ,.... 
Nor at Mid-day,. with-his moſt-piercing Eyes: F 
Nor when, at Evening, he deſcends the Skies. # 
| Thick, 


Ta : "OI $2.4 


t. 


. goat; 
And no ſpreads a dusky V'witight round. 
No crefted Fowls foretell the Day's return,” 

Nor- with ſhiilt notes, call forth the ſpringing 
No watchful Dogs, the ſecret Entry keep, 
Nor Geeſe, more watchful, guard the Court of 


4 * ks x , _ 
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Notame,nor FEY Bektdrels ——__ Breeze 
Shakes the ſtill Boughs, or whiſpers through the 


- 


' Frees. 
No voice of Man is heard; no Human call, 
Sounds WEE the Cave, ' deep filence yy 

o're all. - Fre #7144 
Yet from the Rock, 2 filver Spring flows down, | 
Which purfing' Gre the ſtones; glides gently on.” 


Her 
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peel (rims. I 


Her ks pling Marmurs creep, 


At once inviting, and affiſting ſleep. - -: 444” 


, | 4t the Cave's mouth ſpring pregnant Poppies up, 
And hide the «trance with their: baleful rop.” - 
Whoſe drowlſie juice affords the nightly birth,” 
Of all the ſleep; diffus'd, -and:ſhed on Earth.” -- 
No Guardsthe paſſage to this Court ſecure, 
No jarring hinge ſuſtains a creaking door.” '- '' 


Yet in the midit, with ſable Coverings fpready * 


High, but unſhaken, ſtandsa downy Bed.- |; -: 


Where. his ſoft Limbs, the flothful Monarcty lays,” 


Diſſolv'd in endleſs Luxury and Eaſe. 
Fantaſtick Dreams lie ſcarter*d'on the ground, ''/ 
Apd-compafs hinvin various Figures round. 
More num'rous than the Sands that bind the Seas, 
Or Ears of ſtanding Corn, or Leaves on Trees: 
But rw, now-armv'd, Divinely bright, 
Fills all the Palace with unuſual: Light. _ 

10. » Her 
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Hep Gorments, flowing with diffuſive MR 
Gila the dark Cell, andi chaſe. the frghtel 
ears pw fly,:to leave her "—_ "ROS tin 
And; ſhun the Glories which they, cangot/bear.;' \ 
The God, his Eyelids ſtruggle to unlooſe, 
Seald by his deep, unbroken flumbers, cloſe, © 
Half way, his Head he rears, with {luggiſh. pain, 
Which heavily, anon, ſinks down again. | 
Frequent attempts, without ſucceſs, he makes, 
But, at the laſt, with long endeavour, wakes; | - 
Half rais'd, and half reclining; in his:Bed, -| © 
And:leaning on his Hands, lus nadding Head. :,'1 
With fault'ring words,he asks the Heav*nly Fair, ' 
What Meſſage from her Goddeſs: brought. her: 
there ? | 
At. once the God, and Goddeſs ſhe obeys, 1 
Deliv'ring her Commands in words(liketheſs. ;;: | 
Thou 
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Thou Peace of -mind, | thou: moſt. propitions 
.Pow'r,! :: 27 [115] Toi gy (owe 
_ meekeft-Deity: that Men. adore. : nþ 


Thojlzc who givift eaſe to cewoabled! wes 
And ſer tbtir'd Limbs, and' fev*ifliSouls at reft;. 
Thoyat whoſe-prefence,Cares ant Sorrows 
Under whoſe guard the fetter'd-Slave isfrnait 
F the worſt,of Slaves, 1i& ut 
) in thee. | } s 2129 vidon elsl itt 9H: 


&nd thou a Dreamycafſuming'CebBorm 12 IO 


Like him-appearingiſhipwrac|d'in a Storin.!li72 


From whoſe :pale, lips/ihis widowd Queer my 


knowgno? 3 onde Sirrnmagni cnrricls YO 
His ceftain! tak andher w optain a. AUF 
anol90.-::1/0I 10,27 P1171, 19097) 0299.1 wrt T 
Hebe ends the dining N png -bibaated nortia{ 


For farther words, bur flies in hafte away; i 
Fr She 
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She feels the thicK®ning Miſts begin to riſe, 
Andconquiring ſleepiſekl ore her yielding eyes. 
Thence,by her painted Bow,her courſe ſhe bends; 
And, the ſame'way-1he came; iagain aſcends. ' 
Arduad' lus'drowfie: Off4pring goes the God, | | 
And chuſes MepSers from among the Crowd: / 
can,' kikohum, a pertett Man expreſs,'- | 
; ſpeech, andaricen; his 4Qion, and his dreſs. 
e-alone} &s Human Thipeappears, - 0. 
'hile the leſs noble Forms a ſecond wears; '-- 
Of Snalees, -or-Bitls, 'of ILyous;:orof Bears, 
Still theres a thivQ;  ftll meaner myegree, | | 
Which thewsa/Field, a River,-bra Tree. 
Of things inanimate, prefents the Sceney 
Hills, Valleys; Ships, or Houfes, Earthor Mair. | 
Theſe three to Generals, Kings,or Courts,belong, 
Maire vulgar» Dreams waitirthe more” vulgar 
Throng;-. -. d PEGGY Us 1 


The 
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Fhe.Goſt of chels, ebeir Monarch:ſets aplangnv/ 
patcl'd to Tradbts, on Thaamantie's:Chargh:, 
hiftagg ring he recurns, and {peks his Bed, !! þ, 
ſn whoſe ſoft Down he ſinks his drooping Head. 
Agaig, his Eye-hds/are with fleep. oppreſt, 
And the whole Gad. ER toreſt. + .,;; 


ny y 
r\ 4il 041 |} 


Swift as a Mac Nbgnrpay 
Morp tf s,00 nouelets pinions, takes hs tight, oT 
His fleeting wings their ſilegt courſe purlug.;,, -; 
Soft, as the liquid Air, they txayelFd thro”... _, > 
Whay pow arziv'd, lays by his uſclels Plumeg, 1-1; 
An. Ceyx Form, in his own-Court, jafſumes.,. .-1, 
Naked, he food; as late bereay'd of life, | .:.;7; 
Clole by the Bed of his unhappy Wite. ;,.cq 
His air till dropping ſeern/d,dtull wethis Bear 
Still ſhivering With: #he -coldg all his pale Erame 

appear'd. 

When, 
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mm —  —— -_— - 
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mummy, 


When, with a: mournful ce o're the | the Bed, 


Penfively hanging his dejetted head, 
All drown*din well:difſembled Tears, he faid; © 
D&9! © 11:00 
Is not yotit Cer; wretched Woman, known? 
Is he ſo alter'd,” or forgot ſo ſoon ? - 
Turn here, Halcyone, behold him loſt, 
Or its your Cejz ſtead; behold his Ghoſt. 
To thbrelentlefs Gods, in vain, you pray'd, 
Yowate deceiv'd,2alas! and'I amidead. 
Surpriz*d by ſtorms; in the Ageen Sea, 
Which caſt my life; and all thy hopes away. 
Wherezs I calfd'on thy lov*d Name,my breath; 
With half-thy Name pronounc'd, was ſtop'd- in 
Death, --'- * {44 BRIES 
This rom'no' doubtful Meſſenger you hear, 
Tis 'Þ who tell it, I, who perifh*d there. 


Arilc, 
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Ariſe, and weep, now let your eyes run o're, 


Your once-loy*d Ceyx is, alas ! no more. 

Let a few Tears be to my Meniv'ry paid, 

And as you lov'd me living, mourn me dead, 

He ſpeaks, and adds to theſe his doleful words, 

.A voice, ſhe too well knew, expreſs'd her Lord's. 

T he fame, the geſture of his hands, appears, 

Unforc'd his ation, and unfeign'd, his tears. - 

She,. frighted with the Viſion, ſighs, and weeps, 

Torn with moſt mortal anguiſh, as ſhe ſleeps ; 

Then ſtretcies our her Arms, to hold him there, 

Which came back empty thro? the yielding Air. 

Stay, ſtay, ſhe cries, ah! whither wou'd you 
now ? | 

We'll go together, if again you go. 

With her owſM voice,and her dead Husband”s fight, 

Starting, ſhe leaves her Dream, but not her 
fright. 
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Awak'd, ſhe turns her fearful Eyes around, 

And looks for him, who cou'd no more be found. 

For now her Maids, rais'd with her ſhricks, 
were come, | 

And with their Lamps enlighten'd all the Room. 

Not ſeeing what ſhe ſought, enrag'd, ſhe tare 

At once, her face, her habit, and her hair. 

When ask'd the cauſe, whence ſuch deſpair ſhou'd 

| ſpring, 

And what ſad loſs cou'd ſuch diſtrattion bring ? 

She wrings her Hands, and beats her pant- 
ing Breaſt, 

Long filent, with a load of ſorrow preit, 


But thus, at laſt, her cruel loſs confeſt, 


There's no Haleyone, al ! none, ghe cry'd ; 
- With Ceyx, dearer than her (elf, ſhe dy'd. 


d 
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Now, let no ſounds of Comfort reach my ear, 

All mention of a future hope forbear, 

Leave me, oh! leave me tomy juſt deſpair, 

Ah! theſe, theſe Eyes, my ſhipwrack'd Lord 
did ſce, 

And knew, too well, it cou'd be none bur he, 

Theſe hands I ſtretch*d, in hopes to make him 
ſtay, 

But from theſe hands he lid unfelt away. 

No mortal graſp cou'd hold his fleeting Ghoſt, ' 

And 1, a ſecond time, my Ceyx loſt, 

He look'd not wirh the ſame Majeſtick Grace, } 

| 


' As when he liv*d, nor ſhone his awful Face,' 


With the peculiar Glories of his n—_ 


Race, 
His eyes were fix'd, and all their fires gone out, 
No longer roll'd their ſparkling beams about ; 
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And all his Beauty with himſelf lay dead, 
Retaining nought of all, except the ſhade. 


Retaining ſtill, tho? all the reſt was gone, 


Too much, alas ! to make his Shadow known. 


The colour from his faded cheeks was fled, : 


Pale, wan, and meagre, by the Bed he ſtood, 

His hair ſtill dropping with the briny flood. 

Here, here in this, ah! his unhappy place, 

*T was here he ſtood, ſhe cry*d, and ſought of 
trace, | ( 

But found no footſteps of his airy pace. 

Oh! this, this my too true preſaging Soul di- 
vin'd, 

When you forſook me, to purſue the wind. 

But, fince compelld by rigorous Fate you went, 

And this was deſturd for the ſad Event. 

Oh ! that together we had put to Sea, 

That fo, with you, it might have ſwallow*d me. 

Abſcat 
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Abſent I'm loſt ; and ah ! tho? not with you, 


Yet am I wreck*d, vet am I ruin'd too. 
"i 4 | 


Oh! I were ſprung from a moſt ſavage kind, 

My Soul as barb'rous as the Seas, or Wind, / 

It I, now you are gone, fhou'd wiſh to and! 
behind. 

No, Ceyx, no; my much-lov*'d Lord, I come, 

And tho' not laid rogerher ina Tomb; 6 

Tho? far from mine, your floating Corps is 
born, 

Nor with my Aſhes mingled in an Ura ; 

Yet on one Marble ſhall our Names be told, .. 

And the ſame Stone {hall both our Stories hald. | 

Where Ages, yet unborn, with praiſe ſhall 
read, 

How I dildain'd to hve, when you were dead.. 


G& 3 Here, 
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Here, choak*d with grief, ſhe the ſad Tale 
| gave O're, 
Her ſwelling Sorrows wow'd permit no more. 
Sabs, mingling with her words, their accents 
part, | 
And ſighs fly faſter, from her throbbing Heart. 
Now dawns the Day; when ſhe, with fearful 
haſte, 
Goes to that Shore, where ſhe had ſeen hum laſt. 
There, while ſhe ſtood reflecting on her los, 
Forgetting nought,that might augment her woes. 
Here he took leave, ſhe cry'd, - and here, ſhe 
ſaid, 
. Unwilling to be gone, again-he ſtaid ; 
He gave me here, alas ! the laſt embrace, 
Then launch'd from this, ah! this unhappy 
place. 


While, 
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While, all that paſt, ſhe labour*d to recall, 
Severely for her ſelf rememb”ring all, 


And while around her watry eyes ſurvey 
The wave-beat Coaſt, and the till troubled Sea, 
Something ſhe ſpies, from far come floating on, 
Tho? at the firſt, too diſtant to be known ; 
Which, as the tide drove nearer to the Coalt, 
Preſents a Man in a late ſhipwrack loſt. 
She pities him, whom yet ſhe docs not know, 
And mourns his Fate, ſince Ceyx periſh*d ſo. 
Pities his Wife,” if he a Wite had left, 
Like her, of all ſhe reckon'd dear, bereft. - 
Now floating nearer to the fatal Shore, 
She eyes him more diſtinctly than before, / 
While all her hopes diminiſh, all her _ 
grow More. 

Fes her beating heart begins to pant, 
And all, at once, her ſinking Spirits taiar. 

| ay, 


$3  -BOE MS: 


Now, onthe beach, by toſſing Billows thrown, 

The Coarlg was to her ſad confuſion known, 

Her ſelf, the Wile ſhe mourn'd, the Man her 
Own, | 

*Tis he, ſhe cry'd, my dear, my ſhipwrack*d 
Lord, 

Whom I but too, too juſtly, have deplor'd. 

Then, with her hands ftretch'd to him, where he 
lay, | 

She ſaid, what grief wou'd give her leave to fay.. 

Fed with falſe hopes, have I your abſence born ? 

And is it thus, ah ! thus, that you return ? 

And do T live, and you bereav'd of lite? 

Ah! wretched Man, but more, more wretched 
Wite! 

Far, in the Sea, a Peer erected ſtood, 


To break the rapid fury of the Flood, l 


Thither 
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Thither (almoſt beyond belief) ſhe ſprings, 
Born thro? the yielding air,on new-grown wings. 
Along the ſurface of the Sea ſhe flies, 


And wonders at her own unuſual cries ; 

Now hov*ring ore his pale,and bloodleſs Coarſe, 
In new-found Notes laments her ſad Divorce; 
Now ſtooping, perches on his watry face, 

And gives him with her Bill, a ſtrange embrace. 
Whether he felt it, or the circling Flood, 

Then chanc'd to move him, is not yet allowd; 
Yet he took ſenſe, from her tranfporting touch, 
(Ev*n in the dead, the force of Love is ſuch.) 
Aloft his now reviving head he rears, 

And mounts on Pinions which reſemble hers, 
Both chang'd to Birds, their wings together move, 
And nought remain'd unchang'd, except their 


Love. 
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+ In cloſe embraces, 'as befare, they joyn'd, 


And now, o're Seas, produce, and ſpread their 


Kind. 


Seven days ſhe ſits upon her floating Neſt, 
While each rude blaſt impriſon'd, and ſuppreſt, 


Cloſe in its Cavern, leaves the Sea at reſt. 


Then every Sail may ſafely truſt the Deep, 


While all the winds lye huſſd, the waves 


alleep. 
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ET others add to their encreafing Store, 
Till their full Coffers can receive-no more : 
Let them plow Land on Land, and Field on 
Field, 
And reap whate're the teeming Farth can yield ; 
Whom neighb'ring Foes in conftant Terrour keep, 
Difturb their labours, and diſtra&t their ſleep : 
Me, 
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Me, n may my s way mir from ſtrife, 

In ſlothful ſafety, and an eaſe lite ; 

While my. {mall Houſe ſhields off the Winter 
© 'Slay,- ' | ; 

And daily Fires my glowing Hearth ſupply ; 

While the due Seaſon yields me ripen'd Corn, 

And cluſter'd Grapes my load*ned Vines adorn ; 


While,with delight,my Country wealth I view, 
And my pleas'd hands their willing _ 


.f purſue, 
Still, as one Vine decays, to plant a new. \ 
Here, I repine-not to advance the Prong, ; 
- Andchide, and driye the ſluggiſh Herds along 
Nor am aſhanvd to lift a tender Lamb, 

On the cold ground, forſaken of her Dam. 
Dyely, the annual Feſtivals I keep, 


To purge my; Shepherd, and yo cleanſe my Sheep. 


. To 
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To pay the uſual Otferings of a Swain, 

To the propitious Goddeſs of the Pin. 
Whom I adore, however ſhe appears, 

A Stock, or Stone, whatever form ſhe wears. 
To all our Country Deities I ſhew 

Religious Zeal, and give to all their due. 


The firſt fair product of the fertile Earth, 
Tothe kind Puw*r, whoſe favour brings it forth. 


To Ceres Garlands of the ripeſt Com, 
Which hung in Wreaths,her Temple Gates adorn, 
Pears, Apples, on Priapzs are beitow'd, 
My Garden Fruits, giv*nto my Garden God. 
You too, my Laves, ſhall your Gifts receive, 
And ſhare the little that Pve left to give. 
Once 1n full Tides you knew my Fortunes flow, 
But at their loweſt Ebb you ſee them now. 
I then had large, and numerous Lands to beaſt, 
Your care is leſſen'd now, as they are loſt. 

Then 
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Then a fat Calf, a Vitim us'd to fall, 
Now from my little Flock a Lamb is all. 
That til! ſhall bleed, and for the reſt attone, 
And that you ſtill may challenge as your own. 
Round which our Youth ſhall pray, You 
Powers Divine, / 
Bleſs with your Smiles our Labours, and aſſign ( 
Fields full of Corn, a Vintage full of Wine. 
Hear us, ye kind propitious Lares, hear, 
Nor ſlight our Preſents, nor reject our Pray'r, 
Take the {mall Offerings of. as ſmall a Board, 
Nor ſcorn the Drink our Earthen Cups afford. 
Whoſe uſe at firſt from Country Shepherds 
came, 
And Nature firſt inſtruted them to frame. 
Let from my {lender Folds the Thieves abſtain, 
They ought not to attempt fo poor a Swail 
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I do not beg to have my Wealth reſtor'd, 
Again of large Wioes the reſtleſs Lord. 

All my ambition 1s alone tq fave 

The little all my Fortune pleas'd to leave; 
Nor ſhall I ere repine, while-Fate allows, 

A little Corn and Wine, a little Houſe, 
And a ſmall Bed for Pleaſure and Repoſe. 

How am I raviſh'd in my Deliss Arms 

To lye, and liſten to the Winter Storms ? 
Securely in my little Cottage ſtow'd, | 
Hear the bleak Winds,and Tempeſt ſing abroad ; 
And while around whole Nature ſcems to weep, 
By the ſoft falling Rain be lulPd alleep. 

Thus be my Fate, this all my wiſh'd-tor Bliſs, 


AndI can live, ye Gods! content with this... - 


. Let others by their Toils their Fortunes raiſe, 


They merit Wealth, who ſek it thro? the Seas 


Pleagd 
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Pleas'd- with my ſmall, but - yet ſufficient 
Store, 2 

I wou'd not take their pains to purchaſe more. 

I wow'd not dwell on the tempeſtuous Main, \ 

Nor make their Voyages to meet their Gain. 

But fate at home, ſtretch'd on a graſſy Bed, 

Where-the Trees caſt a cool refreſhing ſhade, 

Free from the Mid-<day heat, recline my head. 

Cloſe by the Banks of a clear River lye, 

And hear the | Silver Stream glide murmur- 
ing by. 

Oh ! rather periſh all the Mines of Gold, 

And all the Riches, Earth, and Ocean hold ; 

Than any Maid ſhou'd my long abſence mourn, 

Or grow impatient for my wiſh'd return. 

You, my Meſſals, in the Field delight, 

War is your Province, all your Pride to fight. 


From 


”. 
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From'' Sea, -and \Land, - crown'd with Succeſs 
72 you come, | 
"And bring your far-fetcl'd Sad in yR—_ 


home ; 
WhileT, detain'd by Delia*s conquering Charms, 
Enjoy no Honours, and endure no Harms. 
I, who from all ambitious thoughts am free, 
Or all, my Delia, are to live with thee ; 
Witch thee, ro lengthen out my flothful days, 
Wrapt in ſafe quiet, . and inglorious eaſe, 
Alike deſpiſing Infam y, and Praiſe. 
With thee, I cou'd my felf to work apply, 
Submit to any toil, fo thou-wert by. 
With my own hands, my own Poſlefſions till, 
Drive my own Herwds, ſo thou wert with-me ſtill, 
With thee, - no drud 'ry wou'd uneaſlie be, 
All wou'd be {often'd with the ſight of thee ; 


© * 


H And 
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Tho? on the cold hard Earth, or rugged Grals, 
The mighty pleafure wou'd endear-the place. / 
Who can in ſofteſt Down be reckon'd blelit, 
Whoſe unſucceſsful Love deſtroys his reſt ? 
When, - nor the Purple Coverings of ;his Bed, 
Nox the fair, Phumes that nod above. his Head, 
Nor all his ſpacious Fields, nor.plcaſant Houſe, 
Nor purling Streams, can lull him, ta repoſe? ;, 
What fooliſh Brave, allow'd by thee to taſte, 
Thy balmy Breath, to preſs thy panting Breaft 
Rifle thy Sweets, and run o're all thy Charms, 
And melt thy Beauties in his burniag Arms, 
Wov'd quit the vaſt Delights which thou cowd(t 


 yaeld, 


For all the Honours of che duſty, Field ? 
Ler fuch as he, his high-priz?d._ Wars purſue, 


And, conqu”ring there, leave me to conquer you. 


— 


And if my longing Arms might thee wy. 


Let 
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Tet Hith; adorn'd in alf the Pomp' of 'War;, 
Sit on his prancing Horſe, and ſhine.afar. 
Proud, when the Crowd affembles to behold 
His Troops in polifh*d Steel, himſelf in Gold. 
At my laſt hour, all I ſhall wiſh to ſes; 
Al fhall love to look on, will be thee. 
Clofe by my Dearh-bed may my Delis Rand, 
That I may graſp her with my fatoring Hand, 
Breathe or! her lips my faſt expiring Sighs, 
And, full of her dear Image, ſhut my Eyes. 
Thenz Deliz, you'll relent, and mourn my 
Fate, As 
And then be kind, but kind, alas ! too late. 
On-my pale Lips priar an unſelt-Embrace, 
And, mingling Tears with Killes, bathe my 
Face. | 


H 2 From 


From. your ,full Eyes, the flowing Tears will 

And'be, like me, loſt in the F uo'ral Flame. 

I know. you'll weep, and make this rueful 
moan, ' 

You are not. Flint, you are not perfect Stone. . 

Wrong; not my Gholt, my Delia, but torbear, 

Fro this unproficable Griet, and ſpare 

Your tender Cheeks, and golden Locks *\ 
Hair.. 

In the: mean time, let us our Joys improve, 

Spend all our Hours, our Years, our Lyyes in 
Love. | 

Grim Death purſues us* with impatient haſte, 

And Age, its ſure forerunner, comes too faſt. 

The Sweets of Lite are then no more enjoy?d 

And Love, the Life of all, is firlt deſtroy'd, 


That 


Et ME 
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That firſt departs from our declitiing' yeats, " 

From weak decrepid Limbs, and hoary Hairs. 

Now, let us now enjoy the full "delight, POOR, 

While vip"rous Youth can raiſe ir-*6"the 
height ; | | 

While we'-can ſtorm a ſtubborn DamſePs 
door, 

And with our Quarrels make our Pleaſur®© 

more. EM 

I am the General here, and this my War, 

And in this Fight to conquer, all my care. 

All other Batrels hence, all ocher Arms, 

Go carry Wounds to thoſe who cover harms. 

Give them the dear-bought Wealth their Wars 
can yield, 


With all the bloody Harveſt of the Field; 


H 3 While 


Above the fear of Want, or fond deſire of 


THE 


While L at home, my much-lov'd eale-ſecure, 
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Contented with my finall, 'but certain Store, 
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And the fair Maid, whoſe Charms have won 
her Slave. | 
No more my aative freedom can I boaſt, 
But all my once lov'd Liberty is loit. 
H 4 . Yer 
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« 394 
| Yet why ſuch heavy Fetters muſt I wear? 
And why obey a Miſtrels, ſo ſevere? 
Why mult I drag ſuch a perplexing Chain ? 
VU Half vii loFogin:-, 
Whether I merit her eſteem, or ſcorn, 
Otfending, or Deſerving, ſtill I burn. 
Ah! cruel Maid ! rheſe ſcorclung Flames remove, 
Extingiiſh mine, or teach your {elf to love. 
Oh ! rather than endure the pains I teel, 
How would I chuſe, ſo to ſhake off my ill, 


4 a TY Stone, fix'd on a barren 
A a \ { 

Or a bleak Rock, amidſt the Seas be ſet, 

By raging-Winds;:and'rollie; Billows bear : } 
For now 4n torment I {upport the light, 

And in worſe torment waſte the lingring night. 
My crowding Griefs 6n one another;zxoul, - - ' 
And give. netrace to my diſtracted Sou}; 

32s | N No 
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No fuccour, com enficial Verſe __ 7 
Nor can their God himſelf compoſe my:rmind. 

The oreedy Maid will nought but Gold receive; 
And that, alas* is none of. mine to give. - ; ;,,7 


3, 


Hence, hence unprofitable Muſe remove, --, . 
"Hence, if you cannot aid =_ in my love. /'; -; | 
No Battels now my mournful: ligesTecite, : : -'2 
I ſing not how-the Romar Legions fight : 
Nor how the'Suh performs his daily race; -. '., 
Nor how the Moon at night ſupplies his FRrny 
All that I wiſh the Charms of Verſe may _—_ 
Is for a free acceſs to her I love ; 
For that alone 1s all my conſtant care; P fra A 
Be gone, ye Muſes, if you fail me there.” 

Bur-I by rapine.muſt my gifty-procure, '; 177 
Or lic unheard, wopiry*d-at.her dowr: us 2þ 
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Or FR Stwines of Gods s the Trophere bear 
And whar Þ rob from Heaven preſent to her * 
'Freat her, ar other Goddeſſts'expence and coft ; 

But treat her, at the Charge'of Pewus moſt; 

Her chiefly ſhall yry daring harids invade, 

I to this Miſety anvby her betray'd; "AI 
She gave me firft-this mercenary Maid. | 
O, to all Ages, ler tim 'ftand' accurft, 

Who e're beghn this Trade is loving firſt : 
Whoe're made filly Nymphs their Valueknow, 
Who will not yield without their Purchaſe now! 
He was the fatal Cauſe of all this ill; 

And brought up Cuſtoms, we contmue till. 


Heace, firſt the doors. of Miſtreſſes were barr'd, 


And howling Dogs appointed for their Guard. 
But if you bring the Price, the mighty rate; 


At which her Bekuties by her ſelf ace ſer;; 5.1 1f 


pay fro! Qrayſen:. 
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The, Barrs, unloos'd, lay open every Door, up 
And. evy'n the conſcious Maitifts barlc no-more. \ 
Whate're unwary inconliderate 'God, it 
Beauty,on mercenary. Maids .beftow?*d.; 
How ill to ſuch was the vaſt Preſear giv*n, - - 
Who {ell th' invaluable Gift of Heav'n! 
' Oh! how unworthily were fuch endow'd ! 
With ſo much ill, confounding ſd much. good #) 
From hence onr Quarrels, and our Strifes com- 
mence, 11h 
Allour Diſſentions(take their ſpring from-hence.- 
Hence, *tis ſo few to Capid's Altars move, 
And without-Zeal approach the Shrines of Love.” 
Bur, you, who thus his Sacred Rites -prophane;** 
Apd hut his Vorries our for ſordid Gain, "2. 
ad Storms, and Fire your ill- =_ Wealth ptir- 
fue, | 6 44.4 23ZA, 
And what-you took from us, retake from you. 
| While 
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While we with oleafins\ſa>'the Flames iis, 
And-not a Man attempts 0'quenelr the Pite 3" 


Or, may you haſte to your Eternal Home; 

And no fond Youth, : no mournful-Lover come 

To pay the laſt fad ſervice at your Tomb '; © 

While the kind. gone rons' ſhe, -who ſcorn'd t 
prize, 

Or! rate her felf at; leſs, than Joys for Joys. 

Tho! ſhe her lib'ral Pleaſures ſhou'd out-live, 

And reach an Age unfit to take, or give; 

Yet when ſhe. dies, ſhe'/ ſhall not dic un- 
mourn'd, | 

Nor on her Fun'rat Pile unweprt be burn'ds ©* 

But-ſome old. Mary; who knew her in her bloom, _ 

With reverence; of their paſt Delights tran 

And with an Annual Garland crown her Tomb!i 


Then 


apes fevers Coogan, -889 | 


Then ſhall be wiſh her, in hgr:eadleG Night 
Her Sleep, may pleaſing be ; her. earth, be light. 
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, All, chis, my. cryel Fair, is truth I tell, 

But what will unregarded truth avail ? 

Love, his own way, his Empire will maintain, 

And have no Laws preſcrib'd him how to 
reign. 

He Rules wh. too, too abſolute-a ſway, 

And we muit, in our own deſpight, obey. 

Shou'd my fair "Tyrant, emeſis, command | 

1 Her humbled Slave to ſell his Native Land, 

. All, at her Order, ſhou'd convert to Gold, 

Nor Houle, nor Houſe-hold-God, remain unſold. 


— Fake the moſt baneful Simples Circe us'd, 
Or mad Medes, in her Bowls infus'd ; 


Gather 


| 
| 
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ihe? the decdlieſt Herbs, and rankeft Weeds, 
And, let my Love command, I'll drink them up. 
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E To hs Miſtreſs. 


N? other Maid my ſettled Faith. ſhall gzove; 
. . .Nqother Mittreſs ſhall ſypplant your Love: 
- | My Flames were {eaPd withthis auſpicious Vow; 
- | That which  commenc'd them then, »confiras 
them now. | i 19107 
In 
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In you, alone,' my conſtant pleaſure lies, - * 

For you alone ſeem (pleaſing in my Eyes. 

Y #hat you ſcam'd to none, byt.oe, Divine, 
others, look with other Eyes, "than mine. 

Then might I, of no Rival Youth afraid, 

All to my ſelf, enjoy my charging Maid. 

Pm rot ambitious of the publick Voice, 

To ſpeak your Beauties, or applaud my choice ; 


None of their envious Praiſes are defir'd, 
Ivou'd not have the Nymph love admir'd. 


He that is wiſe, will not his Bliſs proclaim, 


Nor truſt it tg the laviſh Tongue of Fame 3 , 

But a ſafe Gilene Privacy eſteem, | 

Which gives him. Joys, unknown to all, but him, 
To Woods, and Wilds, I cou'd with thee remove, 


'* Secure of Life, when once ſecure of Love. 


To wait-on thee, :-cou'd Defartpaths-explore,+ 
Where never Human footſtep trod before,” 


Peace | 


# Poor aff. 


EE ng WE WEL 

+ te is CAA 

|. peers es! PHYS 
cope ja; 


And fafe Conduftteſs in my” darkeſt Night,” 
Thou, who alone; aft all'I-with tote, 2 bu 
Thou, who alone; art all' the World to me;\! 9 1 
Show'd: the bright Dames of cHeav'n, the WI 
| of Gods; #01 1s 7 (4 T Jaw; 34h 
| To court my'Bbd, forſake'their bleſt Abodes 

With all their Charms endeay? ring to-divert 

My fix*d AﬀeCtions; 'ahdeftrange:my Hearts -/* 
Tothee, vain Rivals, all the Train ſhou'd prove; 
Vain Suit, the glorious Nymphs: to me ſhou? 


\ 


move, 
w_ 
Who wou'd not change thee for the Queen of 
All this1 ſwear, By all the Powers Divine, 
- But ſwear by J#»0 moſt, becauſe ſhe's thine, 
— I Fool 
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' Fool that Iam! tale. you Kooy, your Power, 
Quark Cohen, yay! igful, the more,; 

In fiercer flames make your poor Vaſfal burn, 
And treat your ſaplings Slave yikhgregre cor 
But take jt all, all tha 1 cau. confels, 
And oh! believe mg, ithat-I. feel no lebs, 


To thee, my Faty emrely I reſign, . 


My Love, and. Life, and all my. Soul is things. |. 
You know, my cruel Pair, you know my Pais, 
And pleas, and. proud, you ſoma ding you 
Chains. ; t 
But if to. Yexws I for- ſuccour flew Nt uM 
She'll cad your Tyrant Reign, and reſcue me. | 


AE the pangs of fierce Deſire, 
The Doubts and Hopes that wait on Love, 
And feed, by turns, the raging fire; — 
How charming muſt Fruition prove! 
2 
. When the triumphant Lover feels | | 
None of thoſe pains, which once he bore; 
Or, when reflecting on his Ills, | 
He makes his preſent Pleaſure more. 
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Serve only to indear the Coaſt. 
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POETRY. 


\ A 5 famiſt'd Men, whom pleaſing Dreams 

A delude, ! ot 2okdg 9+ 

\ Seem to grow full with their imagin'd Food: +}, 
Appeaſe their Hunger, and indulge their Taſte, 
With fancy*d Dainties, while their Viſions laſt, 

Till ome rude hand breaks up the: flatering 
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Awaken'd, with regret, they ſtarve again. 
w_ So 


So the ul MAIS reputed het rand Beats, 


a roma Mnedram 
She promifldl VIA - nf 


Vaſt Honour, vaſt Applauſe,'a deathileſs Neg | 
| But well awake, we figd1t all a Dream. 
She tells ſoft gens. with an inchanting Tongue, 


| How duh long ſince, ſhe kbeps them living yet. 
Shews her Pernsſſas, like a flow'ry Grove, 
Bur; and dilightfH, as the Bowers above; 
The fitteſt place for Peetry, and fove. - 
- We'hvthit the Pledfares thro! the fairy Coat, * 
 Niftict ove ruitlefs fearch our ſetves ate loſt.” 
| Sothie great Artiſt Urew the lively Scenic, 
White hutfry: Birds fHateh'd at the Grapes ih 


vain. 
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Tir'd vith che Chaſe, I give the Phantom ove,”. . 
C am reſoly'd to be dexeiv'd no more. hr 
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\ Thus the hand, in vain, highs * 
trove, | "W-. = 
ih che Gere monee of vfloeritht Lena: % 
ih joy ike mine-heeaþa the prepleying Choin 
| reed, by ſame happy chancey/from 
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With joy, like mine, be grows himelf again. OG 
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